THE TRAIN
'Thirty-eight this spring/5
"You look younger," Sukhoyedov said thoughtfully,
examining Danilov more carefully, 'I'd have given you
thirty, well, thirty-two at a pinch. Had an easy life, eh?"
"Easy or not—I don't know," replied Danilov, "but
it has been a fine Hfe. Pd live another hundred of the
kind and not weary of them."
They remained silent. Then Sukhoyedov said, in a
peculiar way: "You won't get killed,"
The flares behind the window met once more and
stopped in an oblique cross.
Danilov knew himself that he would not be killed.
His life could not just snap and stop like that. Every-
thing had just begun, nothing was finished. Only put
off for a time. The only thing that was finished was all
that business with Falna. Though—who knows what the
devil had up his sleeve—maybe he would come across
her, too, one day. See her standing with her head
thrown back, shaking out the heavy, wet hair. ...
"Brush it, Vanya," she would say. ... What childish
nonsense, such thoughts, one could not admit them to
anyone, not even to oneself.
The coach for light cases was followed by the dis-
pensary coach. The reason for the name was obscure.
The dispensary occupied only one small compartment.
The remaining section was given over to the dressings
compartment, the showers and ventilation apparatus.
This coach was Danilpv's favourite. At the very first
glance he had revelled in its whiteness, its nickel fittings,
linoleum, its hermetically closing doors, and the tables
and chairs which folded up against the walls. Cleanliness
and convenience were Danilov's ruling passion. Jealous
ia his care of this favourite coach, he passed his hand-
kerchief over the windows, searching for dust. On the
first day the dispenser had managed to spill iodine on
the spotless, newly-painted table. Danilov had paled
with annoyance on seeing the stain. Klava Mukhina, the
nurse, raa herself off her feet to preserve the impossible,
deanEaess the commissar demanded.

